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Thousands of years ago, Los Angeles was home to many prehistoric 
animals. Giant mammals and birds loomed over the horizon and covered the 
landscape. Rivers flowed through the grasslands. Bushes and shrubs filled the 
chaparral. Camels, horses and mastodons grazed the hillsides under the 
springtime sun. In the middle of all the sycamore and oak trees there lived a 
pack of dire wolves. The youngest wolf was named Shasta. 


Shasta was a clever pup that loved to follow his pack on hunts for horses. 
Although he was too young for the hunt, he would often run behind the older wolves 
howling and barking, trying to help. He could not wait until he grew up so he could lead 
the pack on their many hunts for food. 


On one of the hunts the pack spotted a group of horses on the hillside. 
When the wolves began the chase, Shasta followed the pack as usual, excited 
to help trap a horse. While trying to keep up with the rest of the wolves, 
Shasta spotted a dwarf pronghorn off in the bushes. Eager to impress the 
rest of the pack by catching the pronghorn on his own, Shasta decided to go 
after it. 
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Shasta started to creep up slowly but the ever-alert pronghorn heard him 
approaching. The frightened animal quickly darted away before he could catch it. 
When Shasta turned around to head back on the trail, he saw that his pack was gone. 
They were nowhere in sight and he did not know which direction they had gone. 
Without the pack, little Shasta did not know his way home. 
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Searching and searching, he looked and looked until he finally came to a 
riverbank. Not able to get across, Shasta walked down the side of the river that was 
paved with wild berry bushes. 

Further down the riverbank, Shasta came across a large bear pacing back and 
forth, looking very confused. Shasta asked the bear what was wrong and the bear 
replied, "I ate all the berries. I had them for breakfast and lunch, but they are all 
gone. What will I do for dinner?” 


Shasta remembered the berries back along the riverbank and asked the bear 
that if she would help him get across the river, he would show her where he had seen 
the other berry bushes. The bear happily accepted his offer and dragged a big log 
into the river to make a bridge for him to cross. She walked through the river while 
Shasta ran across the log and met her on the other side. He showed her where the 
berries were and then continued down the valley. 
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Just past the river, Shasta wandered into an open field and soon began to hear a 
thumping in the distance. The thumping grew louder and louder and Shasta still could 
not tell where it was coming from. Suddenly he turned around and saw a herd of bison 
stampeding directly toward him. Frantically, he looked for a place to hide, but the 
bison were headed straight for him. The stampeding bison were getting closer and 
closer. Shasta was sure to get trampled when three lions jumped out from behind the 
trees and chased the herd away. 
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Shasta quickly ran towards the watering hole making the quail and rabbits hurry 
to get out of his way. When he finally got there, he was sad to find no one around. 
Just when Shasta didn't know what to do, he looked up and saw an eagle flying high in 
the air. The eagle swooped down over his head and perched on a nearby rock. 


"What's wrong little wolf?" the eagle asked. 

Shasta told the eagle about being lost from his pack and asked if he could help 
him find them. 

The eagle replied, "I saw a pack of wolves on the other side of those trees when 
I was looking for food, but I could not find any. A herd of bison scared all the smaller 
animals away." 

Shasta then told the eagle about the quail and rabbits that he had just seen and 
started to make his way toward the trees. 

Before he could leave, the eagle told him, "Be extra careful my friend, there are 
puddles of asphalt 
along that path." 

When Shasta 
asked what asphalt 
was, the eagle 
answered, “Asphalt is 
really black and very 
sticky, You could 
easily get stuck and 
that would be very, 
very dangerous." 
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Shasta headed into the trees and soon found himself surrounded by the small 
puddles of asphalt. Trying to be careful where he walked, he avoided the asphalt 
oozing from the ground. Shasta began to get nervous when he noticed bones of other 
animals sticking out of the asphalt. 
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Shasta was slowly and carefully making his way around the seeps when he heard 
the faint howls from his pack in the distance. Shasta was very excited and began to 
run through the trees, not paying attention to where he was headed. Jumping over 
logs and bushes, he leaped over a big rock and landed in a small puddle of asphalt. He 
tried to escape but the asphalt held his small paws fast. 


No matter how hard Shasta tried, he could not get out, He howled for help, 


hoping his pack would hear him and come to his rescue, not the many other predators 
that lurked in the trees. Shasta looked down and saw the skull of a terrifying 
sabertooth cat near his feet. All that remained was a skeleton covered in asphalt and 
dust. Shasta became even more frightened when a loud rumble came from the bushes 
nearby. 

Shasta began to struggle again as the rumbling grew louder and louder, Just as 
something emerged form the bushes, he panicked and let out a loud howl. 
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his trunk around Shasta's small body and 


The enormous mammoth 
carefully lifted him out of the EM It. 
"Thank you! I thought I would never get out!" he said to the mammoth. 
“You're welcome little wolf, but what are you doing here?" 
Shasta then told the mammoth that he had heard his pack howling in the 


distance and was running to catch up with them. 
"Be careful next time," the mammoth said, "the asphalt here in this area is very 


dangerous." 
"I will and thanks again for saving mel" Shasta promised. 


Shasta continued running towards the howls and finally found his pack circled 17 
around a horse. 

"We were calling for you," one of the older wolves said to Shasta. 

x must have gotten lost," another wolf said after looking at his asphalt 
covered paws. 

Shasta did not reply but simply joined the wolves for dinner. 


Shasta's Sticky Situations 
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